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THE REFORM HURRICANE. 


Considerable has been the consternation in the public mind and 
= 2 iblic bodies also, owing to the late very severe winds, which 
‘ave given a very tremendous 4/ow to the shipping interests in 
Particular, Chimney pots have been forced to resign their high 
Places ; trees have been torn up root and branch—ashes have been 
“Cattered in all directions—poplars have been very unpop’lar with 
Nd Boreas. The Park soldiers, who have stuod for sentries, were 
‘Own Off their beats; a policeman was positively taken off duty 
ov the wind in Oxford Street, and violently carried forward to re- 
Inforce the police on duty in Holborn. An umbrella seemed to 
‘ancy itself a balloon, and being carried awav by the illusion, 
went so far as to take an ontside place on a Kennington stage ;— 
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and even the street puddles began to fancy that they had some of | 
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the dignity of old Father Neptune—for, waving all ceremony, they 
scattered their puny waves over the wondering passengers. But tn 
the midst of this, as it were, social storm, while the great physi- 
cian, Dr. Wind, was applying his infallible drafts to remove the 
panes from agitated frames, or sending out his little hailstone pills 
to his out-door patients,—while we say, all this was being done in 
the every-day world of social intercourse, another and far more 
violent hurricane has been shocking, shaking, and agitating the 
political world, and making it tremble even to its base, so that the 
Tories have come in for a good portion of the vibration. The 
storm that has been at work, is the storm of Reform, which has 
come with its sweeping hand to spread ruin and desolation over 
the political world—but we are happv to have it in our power to 
add that the political hurricane has all the discriminating tact and 
retributive justice of a theatrical whirlwind, which, it is well 
known sweeps off the bad, and leaves the good standing, so that if 
it were necessary to blow over a pyramid in order to crush a dra- 
matic villain, the theatrical storm would be sure to do it, even 
though it spared the gawkey, but innocent hollyhock. Such has 
been the extraordinary tact and virtuous preclsion of the political 
whirlwind, that while it has spared the humble abodes of honesty, 
it has laid in the dust the haunts of corruption, though built upon 
the strongest dase, and having the advantage of the greatest capr- 
tal, the pillars of corruption have been blown from under the 
Lords. Not the Jonir, but the O/d Nick order hac fallen, and the 
Satanic order has followed the terrible example; that elegant piece 
of inanimate stone work, the King, has been tumbled over rather 
rudely by old Boreas, who has not suffered the royal statue to re- 
main in statu quo. He has got acrack in his crown, by an old 
rotting fragment of the Lords falling upon it, and his sceptre has 
been knocked out of his hand by Cumberland Gate being rather 
too near him, and being swung backwards and forwards by the 
violence of the whirlwind. Then again the Whig chimney 
for those unfortunate little black 
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sweepers have been called in, 
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devils are invariably sent up a chimney which is either on fire or 


falling. They, however, who are only pretenders in the art of 


cleaning, are blown like chaff (as they are) before the wind, out of | 


their dirty holes and corners. They have only got up into their 
high positions to make a row and clatter with their brush and 
shovel, but they have no more intention of doing any good in the 
cleaning line, than we have of eating our own heads, which we 
could not if we would, for it is by no means soft enongh. Our 


artist, whose wits have taken their agitated tone from the late | 


high winds, has given us a picture of upsets, downfalls, whirls, vi- 


brations, tumbles, and pirouettes of 
‘ Moving accidents, by flood and field,’ 


which we really cannot calmly contemplate. 


and seem terrifically anxiously to avoid being present at the grand 
and substantial d/ow out given by that haley gaily character 


gala 
‘To the confusion of the reader’s hurried senses, we 
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old Boreas. 
leave the tab/eau above emblazoned, 


THE RABID ARABIN. 





One of the most amusing things that perhaps ever occurred in| 


that most dull of all public places, a Court of Justice,:took place a 
few days ago in the New Court, when Sergeant Arabin figured as 
a primo buffo, to the astonishment, if not to the disgust, of an as- 
sembled multitude. It appears, from reports in the public papers, 
which we really should not believe, oniy they happen all to agree, 
that Sergeant Arabin walked the other morning into court, look- 


ing as lively and healthy as a Jeech in a water bottle, and declaring | 


himself to be at the * point of death, coolly dismissed the whole of 
the persons in attendance, and though the suitors, counsel, wit- 
nesses, and officers of the court, were most anxiously waiting for 


. . . . . ! 
business to begin, Arabin pulls out his watch, exclaims, ‘ Damme, 
half past nine—I'm at the point of death, and I must go home| 
In vain did the barristers urge the dreadful inconveni- | 


again.’ 
ence that must arise to many parties, if the learned Sergeant re- 


fused to hear the causes upon which witnesses had been brought 


up even from Sonthampton, but the learned Sergeant 


* damned the petition’ with all the coolness of King Arthur in Tom | 
Thumb, and repeating that he was at ‘ the point of death, strutted | 
out of the Court with all the pompous arrogance of a turkey cock, | 


unconscious of the near approach of Christmas. We can only ac- 
count for the conduct of Arabin, by supposing that he was seized 
with a sudden rabies, which we only hope may go off in time to 
prevent that inconvenience and ruin to the suiiors which his in- 
sane conduct seems likely to bring upon them. 


WAKEFIELD WAGS., 


A dinner was given, the other day, by the Conservatives of Wakefield 
to the blackguards of all parties; and any poor wretch who could sit out 
a dull speech, for the consideration of a good dinner, was allowed free 
ingress. Livery thing passed off in the most rampant style of twaddle, 
and almost every body got as drunk as a lord, to prove of course his re- 
spect for the aristocracy. Among the most incurable of the humbugs 


present was a Mr. Sharp, called Reverend, but why we can’t sav, who, 


we presume, was brought there because he would do any thing in the 
world for blunt, and was sharp-set for a dinner. Among other quaint 
ganymon with which he assailed the ears of the few sensible people in the 
room, was a long rigmarole, in which he endeavoured to prove that 
abuse made athing respectable. We perceive that this was intended as a 
kind of salve to the gang, to show that, though they get it on all hands, 
they are still reputable characters ; and most uudoubtedly, if abuse can 
constitute respectability, Sharp and the whole Conservative crew are the 
individuals. We really wonder that these crams eon- 
tinue to take, even to the extent they do, fora man cannot always be 
drinking champagne, and the price paid for it, though not positively in 
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The Tory vagrants | 
are running away in all directions from the effects of the storm, | 


only 
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money, is outrageously exorbitant, for it consists in listening to the Vilest 
| trash ever uttered ly mortal men, and drinking in very inferior Cape, at 
1s. 4d. a bottle, the healths of a number of individuals, for whom they 
| care no more than we do for the King of the Cannibal Islands; and we 
need not say, that royalty in that quarter has very little of our personal 
attachment to brag about. It is wonderful how men, with heads upon 
their bodies, can listen to these orations; but we presume that they for. 
get, for the time being, that they have any thing about them loftier than 
their stomachs 


THE FALL IN SPANISH, 


Every one is looking out for the fall of Bilboa, but there is no regular 
| information to be had upon the subject. First, we get an account, tell- 
ing us the Qlueen’s cause is triumphant; then we get a statement of a 
victory by Vidla Real; and, in fact, there is nothing but real villainy, 
from first to last, in the whole proceeding. But the most rascally part 
of the proceeding is on the part of the Herald correspondent, who pours 
forth his lies as fast as does ‘ the tree of Arabia its Abysstnian gum ; ‘— 
that is to say, he lies, by gum, as his Majesty would say, most infernally. 
Then we have accounts of the starvation of the legion, who are all said 
to be in such a state that they are eating up their shoes, "poor soles, for 
want of something better to live upon. In fact, according to the Herald, 
the Christmas bill of fare of General Evans and his men stands in a very 
shy predicament. At the head of the table we presume there will be a 
tureen of hot soup, with heels and soles (of shoes) in another dish, as 
an apology for the fish. Then, we suppose, there will be a delicate little 
satin stock, a-da Muaintenon, with a fricasseed shirt collar, stewed straps, 
and brass button sauce, by way of an agreeable accompaniment. The 
Christmas mince-meat will of course be made of dead men, while the 
pudding will be en agreeable mixture of all sorts of wearing apparel, 
boiled up in the pot together; to make the thing as palatable as possible, 
Such we expect to be the character of the Christmas entertainment of 
Evans and his legion, according to the correspondent of the Herald. 
| In giving to the legion its dinner, we should like to have it in our power 
to give to the Herald correspondent his desert, which would con- 
sist of a large bunch of grapes (shot) through his vitals. <A volley ot 
slug, and a pear (pair) of bullets through his brain. This we think will 
be the nicest way of dishing this gentleman that we are just now in the 
way of suggesting. 


THE BUTLER BLARNEY. 


A most furious attempt is being made to get up ‘a sensafion’ about 
the return to this country of Mrs. Fanny Butler, late Miss Fanny Nen- 
ble, who made herself notorious by sending over to this country for pub- 
‘lication a sort of flash log book, or slang journal, about her goings on in 
America. Now, whether it be Fanny Butler who wrote these things, 
worthy of Sally the Cook, that has come over, or whether it had been 
Susan the housemaid, that had just arrived, is a matter of about equal 
importance to the public ; and, consequentiy, the paragraphing, the ad- 
vertising, and the indirect as well as direct puffing, that has lately heen 
going on, is not more disgust:ng than itis indelicate. The object of the 
whole thing is merely to act as a feeler of the pulse, both public an« 
critical, as to the re-appearance of Fanny upen the stage, which we bez 
to hint to her, in our usually delicate and polite manner, will be x ¢ 
whatever. Ailer the vulgar abuse she has heaped upon that certainly 
most contemptible beast, John Bull, and particularly after her exposure 
of the dirty newspaper people (who never forgive) there is an cnd of a! 
chance of her succeeding. Though we are continually telling John Bull 
what a beast he is, and though we are sworn exposers of that nasty crew 
which does the dirty pressework ofcriticism, still we think that a perso! 
dependent upon both for professional success, should be very careful how 
she abuses either the one or the other. We, therefore, beg to tell Miss 
Fanny that it is quite impossible she can be suffered to appear upon tc 
stage, except it be for one night, on the occasion of her father’s farewe'! 
benefit, when her appearance may draw,together a crowd of person*, 
anxious to evince their disgust at her base ingratitude. As to her masl!s 
in candour tell her, there is no chance for her. 
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LORDLY SHABBINESS. 





We perceive in Wednesday's paper the account of a trial against 
one Tollemache, for clothes furnished to him by a tailor, for which 
clothes he refused to pay on the ground of alleged minority. This 
Tollemache is a son or nephew of Lady Exe OUpE Sa et 5 and these 
titled shabrags tried to get off the payment of a just cebt, by say- 
ing, that the voung “ swell out of luck” was not “ of an age of 
discretion.’’ The Jury, however, seemed to be of opinion, that he 
has got as much discretion now as he ever will have, and gave a 
verdict in the tailor’s favour. We regret to say, that more than 
half the velvet collars, and silk linings, and double breasted fronts, 
and the other Regent Street paraphernalia of young aristocrat, 
stands very much in the situation of Tollemache’s new suit, that is 
to say, tolerable grounds for a suit of another kind. We were 
delighted to find that the Jury gave a verdict for the plaintiff ; for 
though tailors are, some of them, the most cursed thieves between 
this and Tartarus, we see no right to entitle those still greater 
thieves (pennyless lordlings) to the privilege of robbing them. 


THE BENEDICT ARAB. 


Considerable excitement has been cansed by the announcement 
of the marriage of Abdallah, one of the DBedouin Arabs. The 
marriage of Otho, King of Greece, has been a mere flea bite upon 
the public curiosity, in comparison with the annouacement of the 
nuptials of Abdallah. [It turns out, however, that the fair one on 
whom it was suspected Abdallah had /lopped his affections, has 
denied in the most positive terms the soft impeachment, and de- 
clares legally and ex-officio, that she has no intention whatever of 
uniting her destiny to that great hero of capsizes and summersets. 
Mrs. Bill, it seems, does not think that she would be a good match 
for the gentleman, who makes it equally convenient to stand upon 
the top of his toe or the tip of his finger, and who would just as 
soon walk upon his whisker as his foot, or dance a minuet upon 
his eyelash, just as readily as any one else would dance upon his 
feet, or eat his dinner with a knife and fork We regret that Mrs. 
Bill is not the Mrs. Abdallah Bill, but we hope the dark Lothario 
Perhaps he may find himself at home in 
profitable after all than the land- 


be disconsolate. 
the play di/7, which may be more 
lady Bill. 


BREVITY. 


will not 


A New Spec. 

Among other exaggerations the papers contain about the wind, there 
is One which states that the Colchester coach started off without horses at 
amost tremendous rate, and travelled for some distance in that most 
extraordinary manner. If this be true, we look upon it as a decided 
idvance in the science of wrostatton. and if they can only ‘raise the 
wind to a sufficient pitch, coach proprietors may work their vehicles with- 
Out the « xpense of horses. 


THEATRICALS. 


Considerable conversation has arisen in theatrical circles, respecting iS 

é sudden, but not wholly unexpected, stoppage of salaries on Saturday 
on We predicted such a result early % the season, but we do not 
join th gee cece cry of curs’ that is “raised in exultation over Bunn's 
downfall Hundreds of those that cringed to him a week ago, are now 

insulting him in his misfortune; and many malignant vos whose 
Improvi ce leaves them positively breadless in such a case as the pre- 
sent, yet give a hungry how! of satisfaction over the downfall of the 
very man upon ‘eheut prosperity their own bread was dependent. We 
“ate such a crew, and they deserve to starve for their paltry mi lignity 
The question now 1s,—* What will be the fate of Drury Lane?’ It is 
amusing to read the puffs in the bills, boasting of continued success, and 
the paragr aphs j in the papers talking of the new ballet drawing more mo- 
ney than was ever known ; it is, we say, really quite laughable for us to 


t , 
see this, when we know that such have been the enormous losses this 
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year, that Bunn cannot coniinue to meet his engagements. On Saturday 
last every body remained unpaid, aud on Sunday we were told, in para- 
graphs and advertisements, that such money receipts as the present at 
Drury Lane were never known. Bunn’s ruin is entirely owing to his 
having lost the acting talent, which is now employed agamst him at 
other houses and can be seen for half the money that he demands for 
visiting a theatre, where a few second-rate vocalists comprise the whole 
attraction, Balfe’s engagement has turned out a most pitiable failure, 
and the ‘ Wrecker’s Daughter,’ though a good play, is, on the whole, so 
wretchedly cast that it could not, under any circumstance, be (as now 
performed) attractive. Knowles plays the Irishmen extremely well, 
but itis to be regretted that he introduces them into tragedies. He 
makes the Wrecker nothing more than a sentimental Terry O'Rourke, or 
a Doctor O'Toole, with attitudes. * ‘lhe Devil on Two Sticks’ is a very 
lame affair, and Duvernay dances in it as lazily and tamely as a flea on 
a summer’s day, luxuriating ina blanket. ‘The Devil on Two Sticks’ 
was of course huzzaed to the very ceiling, but two such sticks as Bunn 
has tried to lean upon, have alre: idy been found out to be perfectly in- 
adequate to the purposes of supporting him. We shall anxiously wat = 
the proceedings at Drury Lane, and as we have access beyond ail oth 
publications to the best and earliest authentic theatrical information i 
well as to all other), we shall, from time to time, enlighten the public 
upon points which must otherwise remain to them a sealed book and 
mystery. Our protege, Mr. Edwin Forrest, has paid another compliment 
to our critical acumen, by performing Macbeth in such a manner as has 
not been seen since the retirement of John Kemble. His energetic 
passages in this play are given with such overwhelmning power as to 
electrify the performers on the stage; and even a poor supernumerary, 
overpowered and affected by one of his splendid touches, walked direc t 
from the stage to the treasury, and on the instant resigned his engage- 
ment. Forrest leaves us at the end of this week, and they who wish for 
an intellectual feast that they are not likely to see again, must hasten to 
the house before he has quitted it. 

A great deal has been said about Barnett’s new opera of ‘ Fair Rosa- 
mond,’ which is to come out at Drury Lane after Christmas, Barnett’s 
‘Mountain Sylph,’ though it contains a few very nice plagiarisms from 
[talian masters, is yet a production that would warrant us In expecting 
something from his ‘ Fair Rosamond.’ We shall not, however, be led 
away by the disgusting puffery in which the harmonious Israelite ii 
dulges, but wait until the period arrives for judging, on our own account, 
of liis opera’s merits. Ba:nett’s banishment to France was a well tneant 
piece of gag, but it has failed. There was at the time a vast deal of 
trash said upon the subject, but Barnett finding that the world was not 
likely to miss him here, or hear of him at Paris, he has very wisely come 
to the conclusion that he must work, and try and get himself forwar b 
for that he certainly cannot (to speak vulgarly) come Coriolanus over the 
British public, who would never feel his loss, and who, if they patronise 
his talent, when he shows any, performs all its duty, without sanctionmse 
his coquetting, grumbling, and clap-trap complaining of exile. 


At Covent Garden there seems to be something like excitement abou 
the fina) appearance of Charles Kemble upon the stage, and the places 
are being taken in all directions for the few remaining nights of his per- 
formance. It is not vet decided what will be his last character, but in 
order that he may preserve his d;aimatic character, we trust it will not be 
Hamlet. There is no doubt that if he was to play Tom Fool, he would 
have a great house, and his professional name as well as his great talent 
In certain characters, will certainly warrant a crammer. The disgusting 
manner in which Osbaldiston is puthog Miss Vincent, ought to be taken 
down. It is an indecent liberty taken with the public, which no one 
ought, and which we wiil not sanction. The exhibition in * Thalaba,’ 's 
of the same /eastly descrintion as on the first night, and the bud/s continue 
their overwhelming performances. The six real borses, are excellent 
foils for the half-dozen asses who play the principal biped characters. 


At the St. James’s Theatre the revived opera of ‘ Fra Diavolo’ has 
proved attractive, and Miss Rainforth, the new Zerlina, improves rather 
upon acquaintance. Itis to be lamented that her :ntona’ion is very 
incorrect, and as she appears to be a young woman passed the usual 
limit allowed by the law for dis ‘retion, we are fearful she may find it 
difficult to correct it. Braham’s Fra Diavolo is well known. His 
brigand is his best modern character. We do not know that he ever 
acted to so much advant lage. It is unrivalled as an operatic 
entitled to assume a very hich rank even as a dramatic perforn ance. <A 
new piece called ‘ Delicate Attentions,’ from the pen of Poole, has 
been s alnad. It is very neatly written, and if curtailed, will make an 
excellent farce Strickland is very dre 


c, andis 


stock for this establishment 
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ief part, and Miss Allison plays with very great discretion, a part 
of not very great importance, There seems to bea very clever girl here, 
called Miss F. Stanley, who did a very great deal with a very little bit; 

she has also been preys Lady Alle: ish, in ‘Fra Diavolo.2 A Mr. Sid- 
nev, whose name we do not remember to have heard, except as connected 
with the gentleman who ‘ died on the scaffold,’ is evidently a young man 
of considerable talent. His performance of afop i in ‘ Delicate Attentions,’ 

was more than could have been possibly looked for, we should imagines 
even by the author. It was inits small way, as perfect athing as we 
have seen on the stage. The piece was very successful, and we may 
add. deservedly. It or ily wants curtailment. On Tuesd: iy, a new 
opera was produced here, under the title of the ‘ Village C oq uettes, > and 


it Was in every respect successful. The piece is from the Pick wic kian | 


and sketchy pen of Boz, who has set i. his weck (as weil as his Pick- 

pon the stage, and certainly wares very strong in his dramatic 
The * Village C oquettes,’ Is a light sto ry lightly told, with a 
great deal of quaint humour in the dialogue, some pathos, and a con- 
siderable portion of very pretty poetry. The music by Haullah, is in 
character with the piece, it is light and lively, and seeme id to give entire 
satisfaction. Braham sang splendidly, with that energy, taste, and ex- 
pression which he alone can impart, and which served to inspire some of 
the greener vocalists about him. Bennett, Parry, Miss Rainforth, and 
Miss Julia Smith, all came /ougo intervallo afier him, but still they alt 
( sales’ and deserved a good share of the applause of the evening. The 
‘ctg parts fell to the lot of Harley, Strickland, Gardener, and Barnetl. 
Harle ‘y was the very life and soul of the comic portions. He made mis- 
the other characters with a relish, and a gout, which was 
delicious to look upon, Strickland and Gardener both played with a 
strict adherence to nature and proprety ; but of Mr. Barnett we had 
rather not speak. We fear that our frie nd Barnett can play but one part, 
and as itis not at ali likely that it will suit the views of any theatre, 10 
play Mousieur Jacques every mght upon which it is open, we really 
begin to doubt the intrinsic ciloe of this gentleman's talents, for in this 
part of Monsieur Jacques, there is no denying that he exhibits consider- 
ible cleverness. Itis often the case that an actor makes a hit in one 
part, and never plays anothe: even respectably. Such was the case with 
Russell as Jerry Sneak, such wis the case with Gattie as Monsieur Ton- 
son, and such, we rezret to say, seems to be the case with Barnett as 
Monsicur Jacques. We have watched tim closely and anxiously in 
RFoglish characters, but have failed to find any thing like talent in any of 
ssumptions. He prudently does not often show himse fin 
uch characters, but Ins Lord Allcasi,in * Fra Diavolo,’ is a melancholy 
xtibition, not to be surpassed in eae ogee by a 


t 
Sparkins Flam, in * Village Coquette.” We fear, that unless 
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m to redeein himself from the change 
upon him the soudriquet Oi Mr. 
Barnett. We should be 


does something very so 
fedncss, We shall be « OM] eiled to fix 
Morris, Gattie, Jerry Sneak, Tonson, Russell, 
sorry to do this, but unless he does something clever 
be compelled to fix the name upou him. 
Phe Queen's Theatre has opened with Elton at the head of its forces, 
uded by a respectable, if not a first-rate company. 
Elton, and a Miss 


‘Cavalier,’ has been excellently done, by Ellen 


Clifford, though not a good substitute for Ellen Tree, goes through the 
part very respectably. We shall occasionally look in upon and patronize 
this place ofamuscinent, if the new management will ict us have some- 


thing worth seeing. 


At the English Opera we are to have an Italian Opera Butta, which 
seems, as far as we are able to judge from the bill, to promise something 
of a very pleasant kind to the lovers of the Italian Opera. Mitchel, the 
bookseller, is the ostensible speculator in this affair. we are 
understand that he is backed bya number of noblemen and leaders of 
fashionable society. 

We perceive that Pierce Kevan is about to take a benefit at the Surrey. 
We need not wish him a b imper, for that seems to be the 
result of the mere opening of the doors of this we// starred estab! woe 
Davidce not content with what he has already done, has playu 
the very deuce with an operatic company, that might do honour even 2 
olyt not to, and indeed we 
house 1s crammed 


inevitable 
been 


tablishiment. 
does not go unrewarded, The 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


f VOUT, RH EUMATISM, and LUMBAGO.—His Majesty’s Royal 
Patronage has been granted to Mr. Clark, for his Egyptian Essence, 
oat h has proved such a blessing for the cure of the above complaints. Mr. 
‘lark while residing in Egypt, obtained this invaluable prescription from 
an aged physician in that country, and since he has introduced it into 
England, it has proved of the greatest benefit to human kind. Severat of 
our first phy sicians have seen its wonderful effect upon their patients after 


/all other things have failed.—It is an outward application, and by gently 
‘rubbing the afflicted parts with the Essence, the sufferer is instantly reliey- 


ed, and in a few times rubbing cured, So confident is Mr. Clark of its 
effect, that he will undertake to cure.—* No Cure no Pay.’ ‘The following 
are a few of the most desperate cases, which baffled the skill of two physi- 
cians, who are now ready to come forward to speak in its praise :— , 
‘Rose Cottage, Ascot Heath. 
‘To Mr. Clark —Sir.—Hearing by a friend the extraordinary cure your 
essence had made upon one of the household servants of his Majesty, I was 
persuaded to try it upon my poor sister, who had been be dridden sixteen 
without any hope of recovery: afte ra tew times ce ntly rubbing 
the parts with the essence, she began to grow better, and now. thank God. 
is quite recovered. ‘Mary Williams.’ 
‘Regents Park Barracks. 
‘To Mr. Clark,—Sir,—I have been induced to try your Egyptian Essence, 
after having been pronounced incurable. and to the astonishment of my 
friends, in afew days I recovered, ‘*M. Brunt, wife of the Riding Master 
of the Life Guard Blues. 
Captain Colquit, 4, Landsdown Terrace, Cheltenham, was afilicted most 
dre adfully with rheumatism ;ina few times applying the essence, to the 
astonishment of his friends, is now well. 

The above are a few of the many desperate cases which have been made. 
To prevent imposition, to be had only of Mr, C lark, 105, Albany Street. 
Regents Park, near the Colosseum ; in bottles at 2s. 9d. each, duty inc luded. 
Al] Letters must be post paid. Any London Coac aueae or Guard ean ob- 

tain it for country patieats by applying to Mr. Clark, 105, Albany Street. 
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——————— 


Published at C ‘obbett’s e* Register’ Office, HL, Bolt-court, 
price Is, 4d.. neatly bound, 
Syren, LEGACY to LABOURERS. In Six Letters, ad- 
dressed to the Working People of England. With a Dedication to 
Sir Robert Peel, Bart. By WILLIAM COBBETT, M.P. for Oldham. 
Contents: 
Dedication to Sir Robert Peel; stating the reasons for writing the book, 
and also the reasons for dedic: iting it to him. “he 
Letter [—How came some men to have a greater right to parcels of Jand 
than other men have to the same land ! 
1i!—What right have English landlords to the lands? 
they possession of them? Of what nature is their title 
11 1—Is their right to the land absolute? Is the land now their own ? 
or. are they still holders under a super ior? 
1\¥ —Have they dominion in their lands ? or do they lawfully possess 
—_ the use of them? Can they do what they like with their 
lands ? 
Y —Can they use them so as to drive the natives from them ? 
V i—Can they use them so as to cause the natives to perish of hunger, 
or of cold ? 


F leet- street. 


flow came 
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LEG ‘cw wal PARSONS, bound . Is. 6c 
LEGACY TO PEEL - - Is. 6d, 
BEAC TIES OF COBBETT - 5s. Od, 


PIERCE EGAN’S NEW WORE, 


On the Ist of December was published, Part 1, price One Shilling, in Demy Octavo 
containing 32 pages of letter press, closely printed, intituled 
"EXHE PILGRIMS OF THE THAMES IN SEARCH OF THE 
NATIONAL!—By PIERCE EGAN.—With two characteristic 
Sketches from Nature, by PIERCE EGAN the YOUNGER ; beautifully engraved by 
To be completed in Twelve Monthly Parts. 





‘Much fun and hnmour, as well as many acute remarks upon men and things, — 


London Jcurnal 

‘Full of excellent worldly advice, and much facetious anecdote.’—Britisi Monitor.} 

‘It abounds with geuuipe fun, wit, and humour.’— Weekly Times 

‘4 pleasant addition to the lovers of light rea ling y ‘—Cariton Chronicle 

‘A new effort of our old friend Pierce Egan to shoot ‘folly as it flies P'erce has 
chosen a watery course by taking the Thames for his path; but his Pilgrims do not wan! 
spirit—and who will say, that with ‘spirit and water together, you may not be happy 
Bell s Life in London. 

‘Pierce Egan‘s pilgrimage has commenced most auspiciously- The vein of broad ht 
mour so prevalentin Tom and Jerry, &c. is yet unexhausted.*—News. 
See likewise True Sun, &c. &C 


SIR ANDREW AGNEW, FIGARO, AND SEYMOUR 


QYYCOPHANT SAINTS AND SABBATH SINNERS 
'~ Satire, by Figaro in Lonpon. Illustrated by 14 slashing Cuts by Seymour 

Price Sixpence. : 
LONDON :—W STRANGE, PaTERNOSTER Row: and Sold by ali Bookseliers in Engiana 


lreland, Scotland,and Wales 


STRANGE, 21, PATERNOSTER ROW 


earner mn 


